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A VERY 
SPECIAL DATE 


1 scampered home from work extra early 
to get ready. 1 had so many things to do — 
take a shower, comb my whiskers, and get 
dressed. After all, it was a very special day. 
It was Valenténe’s Day, and I had a very 
important date. 1 was so excited, I could 
barely squeak! 


? 
P you guess the name 
e? of PY valentines 








Well, her name is... 

Oops! I almost forgot to introduce myself. 
My name is Stilton, Geronimo Sillon. Yam 
the publisher of the most famouse newspaper 
on Mouse Island, The Rodent's Gazette. 

Anyway, where was I? Oh, yes, I was about 
to tell you about my valentine. Her name is Y 


v 


y getunia Pr, i 
v. “Cty Paws v 
She is a TV reporter dedicated to saving the 
environment. What a FASCINACING 
rodent! I have had a crush on her for the 
longest time. 

The phone Fang just as | was getting 
into the shower. It was my friend Hercule 
Pairat, Mouse Islands most famouse 
detective. 


“Stilton, 1 need your help solving a 
CHEESECAKE MYSTERY.” he began. 
I cut him off gently. 

"Sorry. Hercule," 1 
squeaked, “I'm busy. I'll call 
you back.” 

1 hung up the phone and 
hopped into the shower. Ah, 
don't you just love a nice, 

steamy shower? 1 washed 
my fur ten times. By the time I 
was done, my paws 
were wrinkled and 
there was no more 
hot water. Oh. 
well. At least I was 
squeaky clean. 1 combed 
my whiskers, popped 
a breath mint in my 





my favorite cologne, Cheddarini: For the 
Sophisticated Rodent. Then 1 put on my 
tuxedo: 1 had rented it just for the occasion. 

I looked at my watch. Only BMG 
EDI until our date. | couldn't 
wait! 
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Who Dip THAT??? 


Besides the tuxedo, I had also rented a 
Js new cheese-colored CONVERTIBLE, 
I was hoping Petunia would be impressed. Did 
1 mention I have a terrible crush on her? She's 
x beautiful 
so charmin: 
so — 
Too bad I can't 
tell my left paw 
from my right when I'm around her. Still, 1 
told myself that tonight would be different. 

"Tonight 1 will ask Petunia to be my 

valentine!” I squeaked, giving myself a 
quick pep talk. 

I glanced at my watch. Only [E] 
DAAE until our date. I tried a few deep 








breathing exercises to relax myself. Then I 
checked the time again. Better early than late, 
1 decided. 

As | was walking out of my 
house, a pail of TOLFEN fish rained 
down on my head. So much for my 
expensive cologne! The pail had 
fallen from the roof, so I looked up. 

“Who did that?” 1 yelled. But no 
one answered. 

I ran back inside, took a PEEING cold 
shower, and ran out again. Two seconds later, I 
was flying down the stairs outside my building, 
Someone had left a banana peel on the steps. 
I slipped and flipped through the air. 
When I landed, I split my pants. 

How humiliating. How embarrassing. How 
strange. I hadn't seen that banana peel when I 
came out of my house the first time. 








"Who did that?” I shricked. But 
no one answered. 

I charged back inside and changed into 
my everyday greer suit. My date was 
turning into a disaster before it even began! 
Calm down, Geronimo, | told myself as 1 
climbed into the cheese-colored convertible. 
A second later, a dump truck drove by and 
spilled an entire load of yucky mud on me! 

“Rat-munching rattlesnakes!” | cried. 
“Who did that?” 

From inside the dump truck, a familiar face 
emerged. It was my friend HETCULE poirat! 

“I got you, Stilton!” he chuckled. *rm 
so good at pulling pranks.” 

I was so mad steam poured from my cars. 
I glared at Hercule. 

He didn't seem to notice. “I’m here to 


get your help with this CHEESECAKE 





MYSTERY I nced to solve.” he said. 

I forced myself not to pull out all of my 
fur. “Listen, Hercule,” I said. “I already told 
you, its Valentines Day, and I have a 
very important date.” 

1 stared miserably at my posh sports eor 
filled with mud and my stained green suit. 
“You've ruined my car and my clothes.” 1 
wailed. 

“Aw, come on, Geronimo,” Hercule said. 
“It's not that bad. If you want, I'll lend you 
my dump truck." 

I burst into tears. What's worse than 
driving to a date in a car filled with mud? 
Driving to a date in a dump truck! 

Finally, I pulled myself together. What 
else could 1 do? Petunia was waiting. 

On top of everything else, 1 was LATE for 
my date! 





exo 


Do You SMELL 
Raw FISH? 


I ran back home and took another Frozen 
shower. I threw on an old JOGGING outfit. 
It was the only clean thing I had left. (I 
knew I should have done my laundry the 
night before!) Then I raced back outside. | 
was about to call a taxi when I remembered 
something. Something awful. The cabs and 
buses were all on STRIKE! My fur stood 
on end. Holey cheese! I 
felt like I was about 
to explode. At that 
moment, | spotted 





nephew Benjamin's 
bicycle. It would 


have to do. 





1 JUMPED on and began pedaling 
furiously. I was supposed to meet Petunia at 

e Squeakery. It was my FAVORITE 
restaurant, in the heart of New Mouse City. 
By the time | got there, | was sweating 
like a contestant on America's Next Top 
Stuntmouse. | glanced at my watch... 

Cheese nibblets! * 


Y Was two hours fat, 





The manager greeted me at the door with 
a HORRIFIED look on his snout. 


“Mr. Stilton, you're not wearing a tic," he 
squeaked. “You know we have a dress code." 

Istrode past him. I didn't care about 
the manager. | didn't care about the dress 
code. I had to see Petunia. I had to apologize 
for being so late. 

I started 2620277227727. through the 
restaurant. The waiters tried to stop me, but 
1 dodged past them. I was like a mouse 
in a pinball machine, bouncing from table 
to table. As I ran, I could hear the shocked 
comments from the other diners. 

“Isn't that the famous publisher? 
Why is he dressed like that?” 

“He looks like he escaped from the Had 
House Center” 

“DO YOU SMELL RAW FISH?" 

How embarrassing! 


When Petunia saw me, she gasped. 





"Geronimo! What happened?" she asked. 
“You're two hours LATE and you stink 
like fish!” 

My fur turned BEET RED. 

“I'm so sorry, Nepunia, I mean, Tenupa, 
I mean, Petunia. The fish, I mean the car, I 
mean the banana peel...” | muttered. Oh, 
why did I always have to sound like a FOOL 
in front of Petunia? 

She got up from the table, annoyed. 

“I'm sorry, too, Geronimo,” she huffed. “I 
thought I wa: ortant to you, but now I 
see | was wrong.” 








I was about to run after her when guess 
who showed up? Thats right — Hercule 
Poirat! 

“Is now a good time to talk about the 
CHEESECAKE MYSTERY, Geronimo?” 
he asked. “I see your date just ditched you.” 

I WANTED TO SCREAM. 
I wanted to cry. I wanted to pull out my 
whiskers. 








Instead I headed for the door. I was so 
depressed I didn't notice Hercule's tail in front 
of me. I tripped and landed snout-first in an 
enormous pan of Mecatoni and cheese, 

The waiters picked me up and threw me 


out. 

Y Y Yy 
y em v Antines Day to SY 
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A CALL IN 
THE NIGHT 


By the time | got home, it was EEE 
ORGBROGE. 





*. we 


1 Was beat. 1 fell into bed with all of 
my clothes on. | was snoring away when the 
phone Fan g. 

“Gilon, Soronime Glen,” | stammered, 
still half asleep. 

At the other end, I heard Hercule's voice. 


“Is now a good time, Geronimo?" he 
squeaked. “I really could use your help with 
the CHEESECAKE MYSTERY.” 

I stared at my Cheeseball the Clown alarm 
clock with bleary eyes. 

It was four in the morning. alll 
wanted to do was climb back under my Great- 
aunt Ratsy’s down comforter and go back to 





sleep. But something told me that wasn't 
going to happen. Hercule would keep bugging 
me until I gave in. 

“Okay, Hercule,” I agreed. “You win. I'll 
mect you at your house in twenty minutes. 

"Make it ten,” my friend insisted. “After 
all, the early mouse gets the cheese." 

1 hung up the phone with a groan. 

Then I rolled out of bed, brushed my teeth, 
and threw on my STINKY clothes. 1 am 
usually such a squeaky-clean mouse, but what 
else could 1 do? I had no time to do laundry. 
I had no time to shower. I barely had time to 
comb my own FUES. Oh, when would this 
smelly nightmare end? 











Me. 


THE CELEBRATION 
OF CHOCOLATE 
CHEESECAKE 


Hercule was waiting for me, pacing up 
and down, in [ront of his house. He was 
staring at his watch. “You're one minute late, 
Stilton,” he scolded when he saw me. “It’s 
really rude to keep your friends waiting, you 
know.” 

I chewed my whiskers to keep from 
squeaking. It was so early, the sum was still 
sleeping! I followed Hercule into his house 
and sank into a pawchair. Did I mention I'm 
not much of a morning mouse? 

My friend didn't seem to notice, “Okay, 
Stilton, heres the scoop. he squeaked. 
“Yesterday, | got a call from Kristina 





Golersneut. You know Kristina, right?” 

I nodded my head. Of course | knew 
Kristina. She was the assistant director of 
the NEW MOUSE City MOUSEUM OF ART. 
Ah, how I love that museum. It is filled 
with spectacular paintings by the most 
famouse etZé2£ in New Mouse City. | am 
always taking trips to the museum with my 
nephew Benjamin. 

“Anyway, Kristina called to tell me about a 
terrible BURGLARY,” Hercule continued. 
“It seems someone has stolen an original 
Passionpaw. And not just any Passionpaw — 
they took The Celebration of Chocolate Cheesecake!” 





DEEPPEEECCEECUCEEEPEPUPPEEPIIIIILI 





NOTE: PAINTING NOT YET RESTORED. 


1 gasped. Pierre Passionpaw was one of 
Mouse Island's most distinguished painters 
from long ago. T/te Celebration of Chocolate 
Cheesecake was featured in every art 
history book. It showed the founder of New 
Mouse City. Grant Gentlemouse, and 
his bride, Gfitterfar. 'on their wedding day. 
In the painting, Gentlemouse is offering his 
new wife a sample of a brand-new dessert: 
CHOCOLATE CHEESECAKE. 

Just thinking about cheesecake made my 
tummy rumble, 

I was starving. 

“Uh, do you think we have time to swing by 
the Squeak and Chew?” I asked Hercule. 
“I just realized I never ate dinner last night.” 

Hercule looked annoyed. “HOW Can YOU 
tHink about foo at a time Like tHis?!” 
he shricked. “We have to find that painting 





fast. The museum is holding an important 
tomorrow afternoon at four thirty. 

If we don't find it by then, Ms. Colorsnout will 
be in big TROUBLE!” 

Then he blushed. *Plus, Ms. Colorsnout is 
a good friend of my granny Ironwhiskers and I 
promised Granny Id SOLVE the mystery,” 
he said, looking embarrassed. "Granny can get 
pretty upset if she doesn't get her way. Trust 
me, she can drive a mouse right up a clock!" 
Gran 
Ironwhiskers, 


Hercule’s 
grandmother 





uz 


OFF IN THE 
BANANAMOBILE! 


Two minutes later, with my tummy 
still grumbling, we took off in Hercule's 
Bahaharobile. Have you ever seen a 
Bananamobile? It is a very unique car. 





just like a 


It's YELLOW and it's sha 
real panana It doesn't pollute the air 
be the motor runs on banana peels. Isn't 





that neat? My friend Hercule is totally into 
the environment. 





Too bad he's not into obeying the rules of 
the road. I hung on for dear life as we SPEB 
through an intersection. Headlines flashed 
inside my head: STILTON EQUASHZD ON VIL) BANANA. 
RIDE! PUBLISI LED IN FRUITY CAR CRASH! 

By the time we got to the museum, I felt 
Sick. 

“You look a little green, Stilton,” Hercule 
observed. “Drink this. It will give you 
ENERGY: 

He opened a thermos and poured a yucky- 
smelling liquid into a cup. 

1 took a sip. 

“Cheese nibblets! 1 squeaked. The 
drink was not only 
disgusting — it was 
BUSHING HOTI 

1 thought 1 
would never taste 





“> 





cheddar again. 
My tastebuds were 
FRIED. 1 began 
to sob loudly. 
Hercule slapped his 
paw over my mouth. 
“Keep it down, Geronimo. Were on a 
top-secret case!” he scolded. 
I hung my head. I was a Miserable mess. 
1 was tireD, I was hungry. And my tongue 
was about to fall out of my mouth. 
Could things get any worse? 
ont " 1 followed Hercule out of the car. 
x Then it happened. Things got 
worse. 

As | was climbing 
out of the car, Hercule 
SHUT the door on my 
tail. 








"Naoocucae 1 wailed at the top of my lungs. 

Hercule slapped his paw over 

my mouth. 9 
“Quiet. Geronimo! > 

Remember: top secret!” 

he hissed. 
He whipped out a 

FLASHLICH Bend took 

off down a dark alley. 1 

followed closely behind 

him. I didn't want to be left behind. It was 

so dark. My FUT was standing on end. Did I 

mention I'm a bit of a scaredy mouse? 
Suddenly. my friend stopped. 
“Here it is. The back door to the museum,” 





He waved the flashlight in the air, 
SMACKING me in the snout. 


-DwwuW Wa I screeched. 


Hercule slapped 
his paw over my 
mouth. 

"What is wrong 
with you, Geronimo?" he growled. "Cant 
you stay quiet for two minutes?” 

I twisted my tail in a knot to keep from 
shricking. My tongue was throbbing, my tail 
ached, and now my snout was turning S88 
Shades OF purple. who knew 
hanging out with Mouse Island’s most famouse 
detective could be so dangerous! 
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PASSWORD: 
CHOCOLATE CHEESY 
CHEWS 


Hercule knocksd on the rn times. 

A voice floated out from behind the door. 
"Password?" 

Hercule bent close to the door. 

"Chocolate Cheesy Chews.” hc 
whispered. 

My mouth began to water. Have you ever 
had a chocolate cheesy chew? It is the most 
whisker-licking, delicious kind of candy. 1 
was starting to drool when the door popped 
open. How embarrassing! 

The face of an old and worried rodent 
appeared. It was Kristina Gelersneut. 


«n 





She wore a QPeen dress with a gold 
brooch. Her fur was pinned back into a bun. 
She looked so frail and sad, 1 felt sorry for 
her. 

1 took her paw. 

"I'm not sure if you remember me or not, 
Ms. Colorsnout," I said. “My name is Stilton. 
Geronimo Tilton. What can Y da for you?” 

Kristina Colorsnout brightened. “Of 
course | remember you, Geronimo," she 


"Jg 






a 
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‘And how is your sweet nephew 





I began to answer, but Hercule cut me off. 

“I hate to break up this party, but time is 
ticking and we have important work to do," 
he interrupted. “Now Ms. Colorsnout, please 
tell us exactly when you realized the painting 
was MISSING” 

Kristina's face fell, and her paws began to 
tremble. She led us down a long corridor to 
a huge gallery. Then she began to tell her 
story. „Wall started yy 

Be Leng 


cien 
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But THEN... 
BUT THEN... 
BuT THEN... 


Kristina explained that the painting was 
in terrible shape. The Gelers had faven, and 
it was covered with dust. 

“Luckily, I just happen to know the best 
expert in Festoration in all of Mouse 
Island. Her name is Perky Le Mouse. The 
painting was taken to the muscum's lab. 








Perky worked on it for six months, DJY 
and NIGHT. yesterday, she called me. She 
couldn't wait to show me the results. It was 
tobe at tomorrow's ceremony,” 
Kristina squeaked, tears rolling down her 
fur. “Buc then... but then... but 
then..." 

She stopped to blow her nose. Then she 
cried some more. 








“But what?" Hercule asked. He stared at 
his watch. He tapped his paw. He chewed 
his whiskers. 1 could tell he was getting 
really impatient. Maybe | could teach him a 
few breathing exercises to help him relax. He 
looked like he was about to tear out all of his 
fur and run around the room squeaking like a 
MAPMODSE. 

Finally, Kristina went on. “Perky told 
me she had discovered something 
very strange about the painting. 
Something extremely important. She wanted 
to tell me in person. But when I got to the 
lab, she was OC LL. The window was wide 
open, and the painting had VA) ' 
Tomorrow night, there will be, 

a celebration to show off the 
restored painting. Mayor 
Bigmouse will be there, along 








Á with all of my coworkers. Of, what 
a am D going la de?” a 2 
Ñ Kristina began to © sob 2 

y uncontrollably. I felt awful. Here I 


was feeling sorry for myself because 

I had to get up early and my tummy 
was rumbling. What a (SIDBSISBISIDISINE) Vd 
been. I promised myself I'd help Hercule find 
that missing painting even if 1 had to skip 
my afternoon snack. Well, maybe Id have 
one little nibble. Or maybe two. Three tops. 





What can I say? I think much better on a full 
stomach. 

I patted Kristina on the shoulder. "Don't 
worry, Ms. Gelersneut," I said. "We'll find 
out what happened." 

Hercule took out his [f == 
notebook. "Do you suspect — // 
anybody?" he asked. 
Kristina shook her head. 
Then she showed us a 
PHOTD of Perky Le 
Mouse. 

She looked so sweeé. We just had to 
find her. 

But how do you find a stolen painting and 
a missing mouse? 
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GOTCHA! 


As soon as we left the gallery, Hercule 
sprang into action. At least someone knew 
what to do. 

"Before we hit the lab, let's take a QUICK 
LOOK around the museum." he instructed. 





I scampered down the dark hallway. My 
heart started to pound. It was so SPOOKY. Did 
I mention I'm afraid of the dark, loud noises, 
and pink bubble gum? I once had a wad of 
bubble gum stuck in my fur. It took Clip Rat, 
my barber, three hours to cut it all out. What 
a nightmare. Oh, but that's another story. 

Anyway, where was I? Ah, yes, in the 


museum. I passed by tons of PRIGRLESS 


> 





artifacts. Each one was more amazing than 
the next. 

Here was the hat that had been worn by the 
founder of New Mouse City. And there was 
the shovel that was used to lay the first stone 
for City Hall. Then I turned a corner and saw 
it. No, I'm not talking about another ancient 
treasure. I'm talking about a SHADOW. 
It slid toward me . . . closer and closer. I could 
hardly believe it. WAS IT THE THIEF? 

Before I could (IA, a spiky MALLET that 





looked like it was from medieval times bonked 
me over the head. 

“Gotcha!” a familiar voice announced. 

1 let out a loud yelp. "Hercule!" I cried, 
shining the flashlight in his snout. “WHat are 
You Doing Here? I thought you went right." 








What 
re you doing herer 
Hercule looked surprised. “I did go RICHT. _ p 
But then 1 changed my mind and decided to 


LUFT” 





“Then why didn't you WARN me?" I 
shricked. 

“You know that's the way | am: very 
UNP Fe DiStaBl e.” Hercule replied. 
“Plus, | wanted to surprise the thief. I thought 
you were him.” 

1 took off my glasses so I could ery freely. 
My head was THROBBING, and | had a 
fume the size of a watermelon on my head. 

At the rate things were going, I'd be a dead 
mouse before lunchtime! 

My heag Was 





Mobbing 
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MOUSENAPPED! 


Finally, we reached the restoration. lab 
of the museum. In the center, there was an 
+ ENFTY easel. 
* “Hmmm,” Hercule said thoughtfully. "Ms. 
Golersneut said that the painting was on this 
easel while it was being worked on." 








Next to it was a dirty, color-stained 12 9 
soaked in a strange liquid that smelled awful. 























CE ‘WHAT DOES ^ 
RESTORATION MEAN? 





estoration means bringing works 
fart back to their origi 





monuments, buil paintin 
describe our 









past 
over time keeps the story of our 


civilization alive 
ATE 


and restoration schools that 
Kill. This type of work requires 











In 1984, restoration began on the famous Statue of 


Liberty to n s of small h 





in the statue's 
by 100 years of exposure to s 
ngthen the 





statue’s iron framework, which had been distorted over 


the previous c 





The object of 
restoring a painting 
is to recreate the forn 
and colors that have 
been damaged by time, 


or ot 


piece of artwork 








The ODOR was so STRONG 1 had 
to hold my nose to keep from fainting. But not 
Hercule, He marched right up to the dirty rag 
and examined it. 

He explained that the rag was soaked 
in turpentine, a substance that is used to 








DISSOLY © paint. “It's as if someone took 
off some of the paint... but why?” he 
wondered aloud. 


He searched the laboratory and found 
a PUPSe. It belonged to Perky Le Mouse. 
Inside, Hercule discovered her wallet, her cell 
phone, and her car keys. 

“Why would she leave this behind?” | asked. 

Hercule looked at me gravely. "There's 
only one explanation," he squeaked. “Perky 
Le Mouse must have been mousenappedt 

A chill ran down my fur. Mousenapped! 
Playing detective was no joke. This was 


serious business. 

I was still thinking about Perky when 
Hercule let out an Excib£€d shout. 

He was leaning out the open window, 
pointing to a trail of pawprints in the dirt, 

"Thi: " he squeaked. “This is where 
the thief must have fled. And look what I 
found on the windowsill.” 

Hercule held up a tiny piece of paper. It 
said: 











It was Squeaks Sugarhog's business 
card! Squeaks was the owner of the biggest 
and most successful cheesecake factory on 
Mouse Island. He was a very private, very 
MyYSft[TIOT S mouse. In fact, no one 
on Mouse Island had ever even seen him. The 
only thing we knew about Squeaks was that 
he was BETARBHELY BICH. 

Hercule stared intently at the business 
card. Then he clapped his paws. 

“Fabumouse!” he cried. “I just realized 
something. Squeaks's factory is right across 
the street from the museum. I think it's time 
to pay the mysterious Squeaks Sugarhog a 
little visit. 1 SMV something fishy.” 


el 


THE MYSTERIOUS 
CHEESECAKE 
FACTORY 


We left the museum and scampered across 
the street to the factory. It was [ A.M, 

Luckily for us, no one was around. Hercule 
pointed to an open LUJIJD DTI. A minute 
later, we were inside the factory. The aroma of 
sugary desserls filled our nostrils. The smell 
was so overpowering, it gave me an instant 
sugar headache. It was so unfair. I hadn't even 
eaten one lick of a jelly doughnut yet 
today, | tried to figure out where we were, but 
it was too DARK. 1 couldn't even see my 
paw in front of my face! To make things worse, 
Hercule refused to let me use my flashlight. 

“I'mlikea - I can see perfectly well 


in the dark,” he 
boasted. Then 
he poked me in 
the eye. 


"Ouuu, " 
1 BE Uuuch! 





Hercule slapped his paw over my mouth to 
keep me quiet. 

“If I let you turn on your flashlight. do 
you think you can keep it down?" he hissed. 

“Mmmfl Mmmfl,” 1 spluttered into his 
paw. 


1 flicked on my light. WOW! 


Wee 





«pe factory was ENORMOUSE. 


1 could seg Mountains of EGGS, 


* Massive bins 
packed with Sug. ar 


we TERRE raria 


and GIGANTIC refrigerators all 
around the room. High above the equipment, 
a metal walkway ran around the entire room. 

Hercule waved me over to a ladder. 
“We'll see much better from up there,” he 
insisted. 

1 gulped. Did 1 mention I'm afraid of 
heights? 











SERVICE ENTRANCE 6. Eco: 
SUGAR 7. SQUEN 
REFRIGERATORS 
CHOCOLATE 

CREAM CHEESE 













FEES: 





I started creeping up the 
ladder on shaky paws. Just 
as I reached the top, 
E accidentally kicking me. 





I went flying headfirst into an enormous vat — 7 


of hot, melted chocolate chips.. 
“Youch!” I cried. Hercule reached down to 
pull me out of the vat. But he pulled too 
hard. I flipped over the railing 

and landed in a tub of Cream 
cheese. "Help!" 1 gasped, 
my mouth full of cream 
sl cheese. “Really, Stilton, if 
you're that hungry, I’ve got a 

cheese stick in my pocket," Hercule scolded. 
I was about to respond when | heard 
a strange whirring sound. Holey cheese! 
Hercule must have leaned against a button 
and started the lender, | was being 









sucked into the cream cheese! 
I wanted to squeak! | wanted 
to shout! As the blender 
SPUN. graham cracker crust crumbs 
pelted me in the head as they tumbled 
into the vat. With my last bit of strength, 1 
dragged myself to safety. e 
"WOW, THAT was so COO” 

Hercule chuckled. “You 

sf. looked like you were in a 

e giant bubbling Jacuzzi.” 

E He picked up something 

that resembled a giant blow-dryer. "Here, 

I'll dry you off,” he suggested. Before I could 

stop him, he hit a switch. A tornado of 

cocoa Powder enveloped me. “Oops,” 

said Hercule, hitting the switch again. He 

swiped at my fur, then stuck his paw in his 


mouth. “DELICIOUS!” he announced. 
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A SECRET 
PASSAGEWAY 


Suddenly we heard a sound. Footsteps 


were coming from somewhere UP above. 
We were both Shocked. 

“Maybe there's a floor hidden between 
the ceiling and the roof,” Hercule suggested. 
“There might be a secret passageway." 

I began to gently knock on the wall behind 
vs. 

Just then I stopped. “I found it!" I squeaked. 
My EYES widened asa section of the wall slid 
open to reveal a long. MARE staircase. 

My teeth began to Chatter. Why were 
there no lights in this place? Didn't anyone 


believe in electricity anymore? 
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SQUEAKS SUGARHOG 


| started to squeak about the dark, 
but Hercule wasn't listening. So we 
SCAMPERED up the staircase. At the 
top of the staircase, there was a trapdoor. 

Hercule pushed it open. 
I closed my cyes. What would we find? A 
slobbering monstei 
1 opened my eyes. No monster. But we did 
spot a tall. skinny rodent, He was scurrying 
YAY toward 


















a brightly lit room. : 

We followed 95 Wietly as mice. 

Two seconds later, the rodent slipped into 
the room. Luckily for us, he left the door open. 
We pecked inside. 

The room was empty except for one long 


dining table. It looked like it was set for a 
fancy banquet, with a huge centerpiece and 
glittering GOLD candlesticks. On the wall 
hung three pai How odd. They all were 
of the same Large, rather stern-looking 
mouse. It had to be Squeaks Sugarhog. I was 
so busy looking at the paintings, I didn't notice 





the Large, rather stern-looking mouse 
sitting at the far end of the table. He was 
dressed in an expensive pin-striped suit and 
wore a scowl on his snout. It was Squeaks 


Sugerhog! 








Suddenly, he began shouting at the skinny 
rodent. "What took you so long, Furbrain?! 
he shricked. “I'm dying of hunger here!” 

The skinny rodent, who wore a butler's 
uniform, raced over to Squeaks. He heaped 
some thick, cheesy soup into a HUGE BOWL. 

My stomach rumbled just looking at it! 
Then the DILLE stepped back. Good thing! 
Squeaks shoveled in his food so fast, half of 
it missed his mouth. Some stuck to his fur. 
Some splattered on the floor. What a slob: 
Squeaks really needed to take a class with my 
friend Daintyfur. Daintyfur teaches classes on 
etiquette at the Cheddartown Y. She's really 
ata zif'g. | always tell her she could teach 
à sewer rat to behave. I was sure she could 
help Squeaks. 

| pulled out my wallet to search for 
Daintyfurs business card when Hercule 








smacked me. He pointed to the skinny butler. 
It was then that I noticed a small window 
cut into the wall by one of the paintings. The 
butler was using a telescope to look out the 
window. How sneaky! Squeaks must have 
built this room so he could Spy on his own 
factory Workers. 

At that moment, the Bf cleared his throat, 
"Er...um...excuse me Mr. Sugarhog, sir, 
but...um was wondering if you might um, 
consider giving me a raise now that I... er... 
Stole that painting for you,” he stammered. 

Squeaks slammed his paw on the table. 

"Forget about it, you fool!” he cried. "I 

^n can't afford it. I just bought 
„ myself a solid GOLD 
luxury town car. Now 
bring me that painting 
before I fire you!” 
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RECIPE 
UNDER A ROCK 


The butler ran away. 

A minute later, he returned with a wrapped 
package. He gave it to Squeaks, who tore it 
open with greedy paws. 


ET WAS THE MESSENO PAENTENG! 


But something about the painting was 
different It looked like someone had 
written their grocery list in the corner! 

Squcaks slammed his paw on the table. 
He looked very angry. “What happened to the 
painting? Who is responsible for this? Get me 
that restorer!” he Squeaked at the top of 
his lungs. 





The butler quickly disappeared and 
returned with a young mouse. She had a sweet 
face and she looked frightened. 

I checked the photo Ms. Colorsnout had 
given us, It was Perky Le Mouse! 

“I want an explanation!" THUNDERED 
Squeaks. "Why on earth would you write on 
a priceless painting?" 

Perky shook her head. 

“Oh, no, Mr. Sugarhog." she replied. “I 
didn’t write on the painting. The artist did. 
You see, while I was restoring the painting, I 
noticed something strange. The ROCK in the 
corner of the picture seemed to have many 
layers of PALNT on it. I dipped a rag into 
turpentine and removed the top layer. What 
1 found was amazing. The artist had written 
a recipe on the painting. It's a recipe for the 
PERFECT CHOCOLATE CHEESECAKE.” 


Squeaks went from mad to glad in 
about three point two seconds. "This is 
more than amazing!” he exclaimed. “It's 
FANTABUMOUSE: 1 can 
use that recipe to make the PERFECT 
CHOCOLATE CHEESECAKE. 
will come from miles away just to buy it. 
Mark my whiskers, I'll be BIOH, BACA, 
RICH” 





I HAVE A 
LiTTLE PLAN 


My heart sank. 

Now what were we going to do? Squeaks 
would never give up the painting. And what 
about SWEET Perky Le Mouse? 

I was anxiously chewing on my pawnail 
when Hercule smacked me. 

“Listen up. Geronimo,” he whispered. “I 
have a little plan.” 

Utt- GIC. 

The last time I helped Hercule with one of 
his little plans, I ended up out on a window 
ledge on the fifty-first floor of a high-rise 
apartment building! But that's another StOrY. 

Now Hercule leaned in close. “Okay, here's 
what we're going to do. I'll rip Squeaks. 


You trip the T. ri um Perky. You * * 
grab the painti 
hesaid. Mr Wen "eff T Be 

I looked doubtful. Y * 

“Trust me, Geronimo,” — insis 
"Have I ever messed things up before?” 

I was about to remind him about the 
scary window-ledge incident when Hercule 
took off. 

He barged into the room shouting, 
"Have no fear, Hercule Pojral 
is here!” 

I ran after hin. 

What else could | do? 

"Um, every rodent ook this way — Geronimo 
Rere to save the day,” I squeaked. 

Pretty cheesy, I know. But I was never very 
good at rhyming. At least it got me noticed. 

Sugarhog's butler reached for me, but I 








quickly stuck out my paw. He 
tripped and went sprawling 

into the cheese soup. Hercule 

+ripped Squeaks. The big 

mouse fell snout-first onto the 

hard tile floor. His eyes rolled 

back in his head. But before he fainted he 
muttered, “Have a nice swim!” 

Just then, I saw his paw reach for something 
under the table. He pushed a hidden 
BUSSOL. A trapdoor opened. Hercule 
grabbed Perky. | grabbed the PAINTING. 
A minute later, we all tumbled down . . . 
down ... down . . . into a giant vat of 
cream cheese! 

Hmmm. All of this swimming around in 


cheese was really making me hungry! 
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SAFE! 


In the end, Squeaks had actually helped 
make our GETAWAY casicr. No one 
drowned in the vat of cream cheese. In fact, 
that cream cheese was pretty tasty. If I had 
a bagel and a cup of coffee, it would have 
been perfect. But there was no time to waste. 
We hurried out of the factory and called the 
police. They ARRESTED Squeaks and 
his butler and threw them both in jail. The 
Celebration of Chocolate Cheesecake and 
Perky Le Mouse were safe! 

The following day, Perky leaned 
OF the cream cheese from the painting just 
in time for the big unveiling. 

Kristina Colorsnout was ihrällcd. “How 
can I ever thank you two?" she asked. 


I started to tell her she didn't need to 
thank us, but Hercule pushed me aside. 

“Well, if you could just put in a good 
word with my Granny Ironwhiskers, I'd 
appreciate it," he mumbled. 

Ms. Colorsnout chuckled. *No problem," 
she squeaked. 

Twenty minutes later, I stood among the 

crowd in the banquet hall of the museum. 
What an excibing moment! The 
beautifully restored Celebration of Chocolate 
Cheesecake was about to be unveiled. 
H strode up to the podium with the 
10] painting. 
I am happy to announce that Pierre 
Passionpaw's most treasured work of art 
has found its way home,” he squeaked. 
Thunderous applause filled the room. 

“Td like to thank Ms. Colorsnout for letting 











me work on such an EXCITING 
case,” Hercule continued. “And I'd also like 
to thank my dear friend, Geronimo Stilton. 
Without Geronimo's encouragement, trust, 
and steadfast loyalty, | would have never 
solved this M Y Sf Er Y." 

The crowd began to cheer and chant: 


"Geronimo! Geronimo" 
1 turned beet-red with embarrassment. 
Did you know that I 

am a shy mouse 
at heart? 

^ Hercule waved 

me up to the 
stage. Then 
together we 
unveiled the 
painting. 













ADO" 
the crowd gasped. 

The Celebration of Chocolate Cheesecake 
really is a OO BETHTAKING picture. 

Grant Gentlemouse and his bride, 
Glitterfur, look so in lev. Oh, how amazing 
it must feel to find the mouse of your dreams. 
Of course, that got me thinking about Petunia 
Pretty Paws. She was such an amazing mouse. 
Too bad I had messed up our Valentine's 
Day date. 1 wondered 
if she'd ever forgive me. 

| was still pining 
over Petunia when 
Kristina Colorsnout's 
cheerful voice 
snapped me back 
to the present. 
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May I Ask YOU A 
HUGE FAVOR? 


"Mr. Stilton, I was wondering if you would 
do me a HUGE favor. | was told you're 
a remarkable gourmet fod connoisseur,” 
Kristina said. 

I was shocked. I mean, don't get me wrong. 
Move fine food as much as the next mouse, but 
I also VO W€ the kind of mac and cheese that 
comes in a box. Don't tell my snobby Auntic 
Pearl Whiskers, though. She would be highly 
offended. 

Anyway, Kristina must have sensed my 
SURPRISE because she put her paw on 
my shoulder, 

“No need to be modest, Mr. Stilton. 1 
was just chatting with a lovely mouse named 





Petunia Pretty Paws. She told me you're a 
very intelligent, very ssyahislicaled, very 
talented, and very distinguished rodent. A 
rodent who's an EXPERT on just about 
everything,” she explained. 

I grinned. As I said, | know next to 
nothing about gourmet cooking, but I was 
absolutely thrilled Petunia had said such nice 
things about me. Maybe she would forgive 
me after all. Maybe she would agree to go on 
another date with me. It could be a do-over 
Valentines Ay date. And this time, | 
would make sure | was on time. I would buy 
flowers or maybe an SMOFMOUS box of 
chocolate cheesy chews. 

“Well, I wouldn't say I'm an expert, though 
1 do know my way around the kitchen a bit," 
I said. “Did Petunia really say all those nice 
things about me?” 


“Of course she did! She told me you would 
be able to help me with my little problem.” she 
persisted. "May I ask you a huge favor? 

"Of course," | agreed. I was so excited 
about a future date with Petunia | would have 
agreed to anything. 

Kristina drew a deep sigh of relief, Then 
me by the paw and dragged 











she 
me onstage. 

A horrified feeling crept over me. 
"what was I doing up on the stage? What 
on earth had I just agreed to do? Why had 
I said yes? 
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At that moment, Kristina held up a paw. 

"Everyone, please fisten up!” she squealed, 
addressing the crowd. 

Silence filled the room. 

“We have a big surprise on tonight's 
program. Unfortunately, the judges for our 
annual Geeking contest have all come 
down with a ftomach bug and will be 
unable to make it,” she began. 


WE CROWD GROANED, 


- S 


“But there is no need to worry!" she 
assured them. “Mr. Geronimo Stilton has 
agreed to take their place! Mr. Stilton is not 
only a very intelligent, sophisticated, talented, 
and distinguished rodent, but ho 

gourmet connoisseur! 

The crowd went wild. 

"Geronimo! Geronimo!” they 
chanted again. 





also an 








1 felt FAINT. 

It was then that I noticed a long line of 
Chefs filing up to the stage for the ceeking 
Gentest. Each one held a dish in his or her 
paws. | stretched my neck to see where 
the line of chefs ended, but it never did. It 
wrapped around and around the room, then 
went out the door. Yikes! How many dishes 
was I supposed to taste? 

Kristina led me over to a long table already 
filled with food. "Tonight, the top one hundred 
cooks on Mouse Island will compete for the 
title of BEST Cook OF THE YEAR. And since we 
are also here to honor the historic masterpiece 
The Celebration of Chocolate Cheesecake, 
I though it was only fitting that we do just 
that — CeteEPate CHEESECAKE. Yes, 
my dear friends, Geronimo Stilton will now 
taste one hundred samples of CHOCOLATE 





CHEESECAKE!” she announced. 

My jaw hit the ground. No, I wasn't getting 
ready to inhale my first piece of cheesecake, 
I was in shock. One hundred pieces of 
cheesecake? Had everyone gone mad? No 
mouse could eat that much! Suddenly, | 
felt sick just thinking about cating. Plus, did 
I mention I have a weak stomach? 

“Here you go, Mr. Stilton,” Kristina 
squeaked. “Please sit here and start tasting.” 
She ushered me into a chair. Then she 
handed me an enormouse SOOO. “This 
will help you DIGEST when you're finished," 
she whispered. "Trust me, you're going to 
need it." 

I felt like screaming. 1 felt like crying. 1 
felt like jumping off that stage and hopping 
the next plane to Sunnysqueak Island. Oh, 
what I wouldn't give to be lying on a warm 









sandy beach without a cheesecake in sight! 

“Sound the trumpets!” Kristina 
Colorsnout shouted. "DR'UM ROLL, 
please!” 

I opened my mouth to protest. “Actually, 1 
know very little about cooki 1 admitted. 
"Oh, come now," she replied. "There's no 
need to be modest, Mr. Stilton!" 

Before I knew it, Kristina stuck a forkful 
of cheesecake in my mouth. 

THEN anotHer. 

AnD anotHer! 
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Happy BIRTHDAY, 
GERONIMO! 


When I got home, | «ot tapsed into my 
bed. It was only 8:30, but I was dead tired. 

Just then, the doorbell TANG. 

What now? | moaned. Couldn't a mouse 
get some peace? 

1 DRAGGED myself to the door, half 
asleep. 

When I opened it, I could hardly believe my 
eyes. There were all my friends and relativ 
Trap, Thea, Benjamin, Petunia, Bugsy 
Wugsy, Grandfather William, Aunt Sweetfur, 
HerCULe poirat, and morc. 

They all SRO Ute d together, 
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I slapped a paw to my forehead. Holey 
cheese! I had been so busy eating cheesecake, 
I had forgotten today was my birthday! 

The crowd spilled into my living room. 

I wanted to crawl under the couch, I was 
still dressed in my pajamas and slippers! 

“We brought you a very special birthday 
cake, Gerrykins,” my cousin Trap chuckled. 
Then he wheeled a GIANYT cake into the 
room. 











| gulped. Do you know 
what kind of cake it was? You 
guessed it. CHOCOLATE 
CHEESECAKE. 

First | blew out the candles. 
Then everyone started chanting, 
“Take a bite! Take a bite!” 





Istaredat thecheesecake, feeling ill. But, just 





Paws. “Happy Birthday, Geronimo,” she 
whispered. At that moment, Hercule emerged 
from the crowd. “I told Petunia it was my fault 
you missed your Valentine; Day date with 
her,” Hercule explained. Petunia $railed at 
me shyly. 

Suddenly, 1 felt like I could do ANYTHING. 
I grabbed my fork and took a big bite of 
cheesecake. And you know what? 

It tastep Great! 

I smiled back at Petunia, and together we 
cut the rest of the cheesecake. 

I was glad Petunia had forgiven Me 
for our disastrous Valentines Lay 
date. She really is an amazing mouse. Who 
knows? Maybe I'll get the chance to take her 
out on another date soon. After all, SAAN 
Patrick'S DAY is coming up. And then 
there's Be Kind to Your Fur Day. I know, I 





know, those holidays aren't half as 
special as Valenfines Day. But a mouse has 
to start somewhere! 








Meck fud Decora 


Crepe paper in different colors : 
Newspaper : 
Colored ribbons : 
Round pointed scissors 

Stapler & string ; . 











Cut several 4-inch by 8-inch rectangles of crepe 
paper. 


Take the newspaper sheets and cut them into 
small pieces, which you will crush into small balls. 


(O) Fil che crepe rectangles with the newspaper ball 


Tie each decoration at both ends with the colored 
ribbon as if it is a hard candy. 


‘Once all the rectangles have been cut and filled, 
staple the “candies” to a string to make a festive 
decoration 
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CRUST: 

1% cups chocolate water crumbs + X teaspoon 
ground cinnamon * 6 tablespoons butter or margarine, 
melted 


FILLING: 

4 B-ounce packages cream cheese, softened « | cup 
sugar * | tablespoon flour + 5 eggs * % cup sour 
cream * I2 ounces semisweet chocolate chips, melted 
* 2 teaspoons vanilla extract 


TO PREPARE CRUST: 

Mix the chocolate wafer crumbs and cinnamon. 
Add melted butter or margarine to crumb mixture 
and mix with a fork until completely moistened. 
Press mixture into the bottom and up 'À of the 
sides of a 9-inch springform pan. 


Bake crust at 350°F for 10 minutes. 








TO PREPARE FILLING: 


(D Mix together cream cheese and sugar und vel 
blended. 


© Beat in fiour. 

(8) Add eggs one at a time, mixing well 

D) Beat in sour cream. 

(S) Blend in the melted chocolate and vanilla 
(© Pour into prepared crust 


Bake at 425°F for 15 minutes, then lower oven to 
300"F. Bake for an additional 45 minutes. 


Turn off the oven and allow the cake to cool in 
the oven for an hour. 


@ Remove from oven and cool 
completely. Refrigerate 
overnight. (Serves 12) 








B Ld 
Let ó Play Teg ther! 


As many pens and sheets of paper as there 
are players. 
A stopwatch or a timer. 


Each player should draw six columns on his or her 
sheer. 


An adult can be a timekeeper, or select someone from 
the group. 


Label each column with a category the group chooses 
to compete in. For example: animals, cities, desserts, 
actors/actresses, sports, films, books, fruit, etc. 








Pick a letter of the alphabet. Each player tries to 
write as many words beginning with that letter in 
three minutes. 


© Aker the round is complete, choose another letter 
of the alphabet and play the next round! 


Whoever gives an original answer in that category 
(an answer given by no one else), earns 10 points, 
If someone else had the same answer, each person 
gets 5 points. Whoever accumulates the most 
points after six rounds wins. 
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| 8-ounce package cream cheese, softened 
X cup sifted confectioners’ sugar, plus 





additional for sprinkling 
| teaspoon vanilla extract 
1 cup whipped cream 
I 9-inch pre-made graham cracker pie shell 
1 pint strawberries, washed and cut in halt 


Beat together cream cheese, sugar, and vanilla 
until smooth. 


Fold in whipped cream. 
Spoon into prepared pie shell 


Chill until set. Just before serving, top pie with 
halved berries, placing them cut-side down. 


Sprinkle with additional confectioners’ sugar, if 
you wish. 
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Map of Mouse Island 


. Big ice Lake 
Frozen Fur Peak 
Slipperyslopes Glacier 
Coldcreeps Peak 
Ratzikistan 
Transratania 

. Mount Vamp 
Roastedrat Volcano. 
 Brimstone Lake 
Poopedcat Pass 
Stinko Peak 

l. Dark Forest 

Vain Vampires Valley 
Goose Bumps Gorge 

j. The Shadow Line Pass 
Penny Pincher Castle 
17. Nature Reserve Park 
38. Las Ratayas Marinas. 
39. Fossil Forest 

20, Lake Lake. 








Lake Lakelake 
Lake Lakelakelake 
Cheddar Crag 
Cannycat Castle 
Valley of the Giant 
Sequoia 

Cheddar Springs 
Sulfurous Swamp 
Old Reliable Geyser 
Vole Vale. 
Ravingrat Ravine 
Gnat Marshes 
Munster Highlands 
Mousehara Desert 
Oasis of the 
Sweaty Camel 
Cabbagehead Hill 
Rattytrap Jungle 
Rio Mosquito 
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Dear mouse friends, 
"Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 


It'll be a e A 


adventure, that's a promise! 


^ 


Geronimo Stilton 
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